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AM forry, after fo kind a Reception 
Y i as has been given to my > erm 
| that any Neceflity fhoud arife, for 
Sal my parting, a little precipitately, 
K with my good-natur'd Readers: But 

2 !} Love, however fafhionable it is, among 

; ' fage Writers, to call it x Weakne ; is 
well known to aét with a Strength, that is irrefifta- 
ble: Aud Inced-not inform: Thole, who have perus’d 
me, long, or with any tolerable Degree of Attenti- 
on, that Patty Amble holds an Influence over me, 
that is too hard for all my Gravity; and breaks, like 





‘a Butterfly, thro’ my Cobweb Refolutions. 


_No longer ago than Yefterday Morning, there was 
nothing farther from my Thoughts than the Difcon- 
tinuance of my, Weekly Labours: But, about an 
Hour before Dinner, all my Purpofes received new 
Colours ; and, Iam, now, no longer what I was, 
till this fhort Billet metamorphosd me. 


Dear Slavy, 


A T Length, Ihave determin’d, to be only yours, 
for ever, and, in Gratitude for all thofe, {carce 
deferv'd, fine Things, your Letter of laft Week, 
oblig’d me with, I will fay after you, next Satur- 
day Morning, whatever Words you wifh moft ar- 
dently to hear me anfwer in. ——. But this is abfo- 
lutely, upon Condition, that you put an End, imme- 
diately,.to your Plain-Dealing. At is the moft odi- 
ous Quality you have, and, you know, I could ne- 
ver bear it. —— I have given you, perhaps, too fhort 
a Warning; but you muft do as well as you can: 
For, pray Heaven I hold in the Mind, if you take 
me not in the prefent Humour, of 


“Tour Miftrefs, one Day more, 
and then, alas! your Servant, 


MARTHA AMBLE 


It would be unreafonable tor any of my Chriffian 
Readers to expeét a better Excufe than -This, for 
my taking Leave of them, fo abruptly. —— Itis 


[Price Two-Pence.] 


poffible, however, that, when our fir Hirry of Bu- 
finefs isa little over, I may have Leifure, more 
than enough, to ta/k on, as I have done hitherto: 
But uncer what Name, or Shape, | fhall make my 
Appearance, is a Matter 1 am wholly dar in, -— 
This only Lam fure.of, and dgtee heartily with Her, 
“ i oy w any pring rather than a Plain 
ealer; t verfion; if Lam not mi 
every Wife, in Ghriftendom ! sat aol 


There is nothing which I am lefs inclin’d to {peal 
of, than the Praifes of thofe Great Men, ened ae 
tuation is fo very High, That I look up to them 
with much Uncertainty; and diftingui(h, faintly, 
and with Doxbt, and Difficulty: But, fince I own 
my felf, to have been ftrongly charm‘d, by the Wit 
and Humour, of the following Poem, I know no 
Time, fo proper as the prefent, to take Notice of ir 
with the Regard it merits ; Becaufe, where the Sub- 
je isa Minister of Starr, The fitteft Perfon 
oe treat of it, mult be one, who cea/es to be a Pain 
EALERs 


Ic is fo difficult, and delicate a Point, to praife 
Men in Power, without grofs Flattery; and to coure 
their Favour, without AZcanne/s, that I cou'd not re- 
fift a Pleafure, very new, and extraordinary, as well 
at the odd 7Zitle, and Parpofe, of the Poem, as at 
the gentile Spirit, and humorous Elegance of it.-—— 
The Patron, it f am not mif-intorm’ds has, very 
generoufly, rewarded. the Poet, with a Warrer’s 
Place, in the Cultom.Houfe: Whether it is for Life, 
or during Pleafure only, I have not been able to 
learn: But the Firft I have obferv’d to be mo/f Cuftom- 
ary, upon fuch Occafions as chefe are. : 


The SINE-CURE: A Poetical Petition to the 
Right Honourable R—~t W ¢, Efq; 
for'the Government of Duck Ifand, in St. 
Fames’s Park. 





Earyd with vain Pur{uits, and humble grown, 
Sad in the Conntry, and too poor for Town, 

O how I long, in fome foft, filent, Seat, 

To tajie calm Quiet, in ferene Retreat ; 


















































vier Bookss and Eafe, and Tinse for ferious Thonght, 
~ Alay mdke Wit Wildom). eer Im good for nought ! 


WALPOLE, to Thee, the Mafe, afflitted, flies, 
And, from the Deep, like Ship-wreck'd Jon an, cries. 
Thon, the Right-Hand of Fortune, forma to give, 
int mes mot Die, before Iv ve  leare d to Live! 


i wife Lordly Poff, ow + Penfon, plead - — 
(Scarce can a Hope, fo modelts fare fucceed !) 
St. James's Wildernefs, the Park's fair Ifle, 
Wou'd crown my Wilh, and Care's long Hand beguile. 
On that delightful, and fequefer'd, Spot, 
Fitted for me,-as Zoar was for Lot! 
‘ Id fuil Content and Satisfattion find, 
And ulti the Garden of my Mind. 
And, tabin'd fafe, in Solitude and Peace, 
Think who's at Helm, nor fear the Storm's Increaje. 


What Princely Pleafure, in that envied Scene, 
To hold High Empire o'er the ¢ Peopled Gréen! 
Each Rofy Morn, the rifing Sun te wait, — 

And walk with him, around my Orb, in State ! 

My Subjelt Dues ‘Pool watch my gracious Wik, 

i And paffive Geefe fhou'd cwe me ev'ry Quill, 

= Zo each, in Order, traverfing my Land, 

| Id. tofs due Bleffings, with impartiat Hand, 
Birds fhou'd by Love, and Bealts by Fear, obey: 
But. all'gay Tribute, in the Imperial Way. 

; Yer vo TYranick Pow'r (how d pinch their Right. 
Nor cu Aarts wing their Wills for age. 


as 





Mazes of knotty Politicks i et. 







dy in ech open Quarter, plant Content, 

ny when difpos'd for folitary Thought, 

Infpir'd by. Leifure, and by Duty taught, 

* Pa-vun thro’ Nattire, and the Caufes find, -) 
Which fs Some fingle, Souls above Mankinds 
Which, thro: defending Ages, lengrioen Fame, 

Ay tarot Tutry’s ora WAtrotE. 's Name. 


nde ut This, toa fhiblinver Fire, 
My erateful Heart might reach me to afp ure : | 
Sumit cvjep my Country's Lowe, might h pur fue, 
And charm an tnborn. Race, by painting You, - 
Exbauplefs Store my subject Mle contains, 
Forapt Alinfions to adorn my §trains, | 
hi narrow Compass, whatnot there compriz d? 
Bairannia’s Seagire Land Epitomix'd! | 
From  ¢rowded. Scenes of ‘loud Avcusra Nlith,. . 
As pier bleft Kingdom, from the Continent: 4 
A Colony. of feather’ 4 People! Where : 
(If we, with greaty may Sualler. Things compare.) 
i like a Bithop,: we'd o'er-fee my Cure, 
Or govern, like a King, t# Adiviaturet % 


Wher my few Friends to vifit me foou'd pleafe, 
Hew fweet, to. walk betxeixt embow’ ring: Ti pees! 
Or, fofi-reclining, in a foort Repofe, 
Pluck the {urrounding Fruitage, as itgrows! 
I, 10° tbhefe Friends, inftruttive —— but not vain, 





ae 


ps bY, 






Wout dike Sb Joun iz Patmos, Truth explain; 


Teach them, That Happinefs in Silence reigns, 
And builds her bow'ry Seat on peaceful Plains ; 
While they tell News of Mifchief Hourly knowu, 
And every Word, they fpeak, confirms my own, 


But frou'd my Patron deign to leave the Court, 
Andi humbly to my Hermitage refort, 
Ambitious, Lany felt avoid waft him o'er, 
And hail bis Prefence on mp happy Shore. 
~"Lhere might We, fafe, unbent bis ative Mind, 
Or form, perbaps, fome Scheme to blefs ManRind. ; 


\ Lhen wott'd she Golden Age be, ming again, 


And Cuantns’s foou'd be loftin Grorcr’s Reigi. 


How pleas’d is Fancy! How do Dreams delight 2 


And; al’! what Pity taine foou'd prove a Bite ! 


Hear, me, Thou Arvas of our leaning State — 
Confent, at leaft, to make one Poet Grear. 
On Thee, the Musus then foe fix their Eye, 
And, for Thy Glory, whole Paxnassvus vie. 

_ Lo ghtrd our Hopes bas been the Hero’s Pride! 
"Tis gcod to have Poets om Thy Side. — 
I, for Return, will Yearly Homsage pay, 
And hail the Rifi "8 of Thy Natal Day. 
Nor only This buo, now and then, afford 
A Trout, or Duck, to dignify ey Pome: 


‘Tis done! ———~ I hear the Royal ibicanahin ‘be- 
“ Let Mirchetr have his poor Poetic Heav’n, - 
hp Ana, to fupport his Government, we grant . 
¢ Twice Fifty Pounds per. Anoum — AL Fant 
», flbthe Bowl — °ris Decent to wale. etre 
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A Word or Two in your Pa Of that Day, 4 
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' be of great ret to him, a 
feveral of your Admirers; but ata 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Lately Publife'd, (and. delivered to. Subler 
S$. Richardfon ¥ “Salisbury Court, en 
MEM OURS ‘of the Reigns. of Francis! lt. 

and Charles 1X. ‘of. France. Containing a 

Account . the Three Fir Civil Wars, railed: and 

carried ny the Huguenots in that Kingdom. Where- 

in the jaa barkable ‘Paflages in the Reigns of 

King Hénry VIII. of England, <... Eling and 

the Unfortunate. Mary. Queen of Scots, ate fet i os 2 

By Michael de Caftelnan, Lord of Max- 


true Light. 
nfiere and Congreffant, eo -who was ‘Ambaflador for 
urt of Queen Elizabeth, and prin- 





en Years atthe 


cipally concern'd in the Secret Tranfations of thofe 


Times. Done vinto Eagifo by a Gent! 
publith’d.for. his Benefit y'« Gentleman, and 
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you; You are the Man who have fo often 
vow’d the moft fincere, and exalted Friend- 
fhip for me.’ ‘ I am, replied Curolinus, 
and I bring with me the fame devoted 
Heart, a Sacrifice to your Difpofal! If you 
furvive, you will know my Innocence, and 
the Caufe why I am here, which weighty 
Reafons forbid the Difcovery of at prefent ; 
But come Since it muft be thus’ 








They both advanc’d, and in that Inftant, 
Flonorius cry’d, Hold my Carolinus! ’Zis done! 
Lhe Struggle of my Soul is over, and our Dif 


I 


te at an End. Iam determin’d! Iwill noty 
cannot break the Chain that has bound our 


Souls fo long together; no, uot for your Bro- 
ther’s Power, or my Prince’s Crown. — 'They 
continued fome Time in Diforder and Expo- 
ftulation. Both of them were brave, fove- 
reignly brave! and none ever lived, who 
better knew what Honour was, or could de- 
fend it more nobly / | 


a ARAARA AAA A 





HONORIUS went on; ‘ Well, 
my Friend, ’till now, I never felt Extre- 
mity. Your Brother, who has done me 
Wrong, ought to give me Satisfaction, and 
were he here, I could not fheath my Sword 
unfatisfied ; but you are my Friend, with 
whom Jf can have no Difference. 1 would 
die a Thoufand Deaths to fave, or to /erve 
you; and [ will put the greateft Force up- 
on my Nature, and even ask Pardon of the 
Man who has imjur’d me, rather than ha- 
zard a Life, fo much more precious than 

; my 
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¢ my own. But, let us leave this Place with 
¢ Speed ; Vl give up my Refentment: Let 
¢ your Brother, let the World, treat my 
¢ Conduct, at their Pleafure: There is no- 
‘ thing, but my Hopes of Heaven, that I 
‘ would not hazard for my Carolinus : 
He went, and did as he faid; and whatever 
Conftructions the World might put upon 
Altamont’s Behaviour, and AHonorius’s Con- 
defeenfion, a noble Example was here gi- 
ven of the moft generous, and exalted, 
Friendfhip ; and of that abfolute -y alge? 

: which Solomon, the wileft of all Men, prefers 
to the Conquering of a City. 
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Scribere juffit Amor, Ovip. 





Monpay, Auguft 24, 1724. 


DEDICATE this Paper to the Ladies ; 

for I defign it as a Leflon of Love - which 
@ certain perverfe Foreigner, will have to be 
nomore than a Phantom; Becau/e fays he, 
Like au Apparition, Every Body has heard of, 
but No-body has feen ih. br 
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Ir is much eafier, indeed, to Jove, than 
to explain what Love is; For it isone, among 
the Paradoxes of that ungovernable Paffion, 
that it ftrikes the Tongue dumb; but makes 
every other Part of the Body eloquent. 

Tue Afgor, to pleale Ned Volatile, has 
indulg’d him the Perufal of that Prerure 
or Love, from which he recited the Verfes, 
in my XXXI[Vth Paper. — I had the Mis- 
fortune to be prefent, and to hear him read 
it over. Icall ita Misfortune, becaufe my 
Paffion for that wild Jz/enfible, nry Coquet, 
who is rambled away to Sunbridge, was halt 
Juppreis’d before, for want of Occafion to in- 
flame it; but has rekindled itfelf, at the 
Fire which it catch’d from this unlucky 
Picture; and I, now, bleed afrefh, like a 
dead Body, at the Touch of its Murderer. 

Yer, why dol complain, that I am fen- 
fible of a generous Paflion, which, to lay 
afide the Pride of Wifdom, and the Forma- 
lity or Age, and Gravity, he who is infenfi- 
ble of, is fupid? The Philofopher de- 
fin’d Love prettily, when he faid, It was a 
Circl, returning through NHappinefs, +a 
Happine(s, from Happinefs. The Emblem 
was ingenious, and the Lover’s Ring is a pro- 
per, and fignificant, Allufion to it. 

I am fo far, when I think /eriou/ly, from 
being afham’d to be call’d a Lover, that lam, 
fincerely, of Opinion, that whoever has not 
lov’d, has put his Virtues to no Tryal. 
Loye is the Breeze of Life: A healthful, 
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and refrefhing, Gale, which, by its Agitation 
of the Spirits, keeps our Facultigs in lively 
Motion ; fo, as neither to ftagnate, in un- 
fruitful Reft, nor drive tempeftuonfly, with 
the moft ftormy Paffions. The Heart 
of a Lover is imprefs’d with Sweetnefs, and 
Humanity. His Soul receives Extenfion, 
beyond its natural Power ; and is as much 
more refin’d, than a /e//i/h, common, Soul, 
as that Soul, which it io excels, is above the 
Body it belongs to. 

Tuereis tomething, in Love, that is 
ftronger than Calamity, and more gentie than 
Pity! ferener than Silence, more {plendid than 
Riches, and ftatelier than Honour / More 
trembling than Fear, and more charming 
than Pleafure! At is, even more powerful 
than Confcience: For whom we love, we 
imagine, always, prefect, and pafling Judg- 
ment on our moft fecret Purpoies. We re- 
gulate them, therefore, according to our 
Apprehenfion of what She would approve, or 
tondenm:; and, fo, fupply ourfelves with a 
conftant Vigilance, and Propenfity to noble 
Actions. 

Iw fome Senfe, he who ves, may be faid 
to be like a God; for he has but one, 
Care, and Zhat, a Great, and a Heavenly, 
One! He is, wholly, intent upon henefic BEC. 
—— He has the Prophet’s facred Privilege, 
to be rapp’d, out of himicli! To enjoy per- 
petual Ecftacy! To be emptied of his own 
Soul, that he may be animated by one, 
more 
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more dear to him! Our Ideas of the 
Joys of Heaven, can reprefent them no 
other, than that we are, there, to Jove, and 
to be ‘beloved : And they, who ‘love, here on 


Earth, are above the World, while they are 


in it. Nor can Death difanite Lovers io in- 
tirely as it does other People, fince Love dies 
not, with the Ojed# lov’d. She lives, fo te- 
nacioufly, in our charm’d, and retentive, 
Memory, that her Death ‘feems no more, 
than a "long, and lamented, Abfence, ra- 
ther indearing, than defacing, her Image. 
_ So that This is the only Difference, 





‘which Death feems capable of making, when 


he interpofes between Lovers ; — While both 
hiv'd, their Jwo Bodies had no more than One 
Soul: And, now one is dead, their Two Souls 
hove no more than Oxe Body. 

Nerruer has fe, that alters all Things, 
a Power to deface our Leve; for, whom we 
love, can never feem Oid. Our Remem- 
brance prefents her Beauty everlaftingly in its 
Spring: And her Idea is retain’d inchanting- 
ly, in the very Attitude, which, firft, fhe 
firuck us by. 

Tue reftlefs, but unwearied, Lover, feeks 
for himfelf, out of himfelf: Let him gaze, 
touch, liften, and be blets’d, for ever, yet, 
ftill, he lonzs, and is unfatisfied ! There 





- Dropty, in his Mind, and his Thirft 


augments, with drinking. His Soul is 





either not at home, or in a ftarting, and im- 
patient Pofture. If he preffes his 
} Charmer’s 
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Charmer’s Hand, it darts, with Violence, 
into his Fingers. Uf he leans at her lov’d 
Side, it beats againft his Breaf, as if it 
would break its Prifon, to be mearer her.: 
When fhe ipeaks, it isin his Kar: When 
he looks on her, it isin his Eye: But, he 
has vo Soul at all, when fhe is abfent, 


LAbfent from her, in whom, alone, we live, 
Life grows a Bankrupt, and no Bli/s can give: 
riends are importunate, and Pleafures loft ; 
What, once, moft charm’dus,now, difgufisus, mofi! 

Fretful, to filent Solitudes we run, 
And Men, and Light, and noify Converfe, finn. 
Penfive, in Woods, on Rivers Sides, we walk, 
And to th’ unlifining Winds, and Vi aters, talk, 
How, next, we fhall approach her, pleas’d, we 
(weigh ! 
And think, in Tranfport, All, we mean to fay. 
Tenderly bowing, Thus will we complain ; 
Thus, court her Pity; And, Thus, plead our 
( Pain. 
Thus, fh, for fancied Frowns, if Frowns 
. (Loud rife, 
And Thus, meet Favours, in her foftuing Eyes. 
Refile/s, on Paper, we our Vows repeat, 
And pour our Souls out, on the letter’d Sheet. 
Write, blot, reftore, and in loft Pieces, rend 
The Mute Entreaters; yet, too faint, to fend. 


Unble{s'd, when no Admiffion we procure, 
°Tis Heav'n, at Diflance, to difcern ber Door. 


Or, 





















































382 Ibe Prain Deater. No? 45. 
Or, to her Window, we, by Night repair ; 
And let loofe Fancy, to be feafted, there. 
Watch her lov’d Shadow, as it glances by : 
And, to imagin’d Motions, chain our Fye. 
Has fhe fome Field, or Grove, or Garden, blef3’d? 
Pleas'd, we retread the Paths her Feet have 
(prefs’d. 
Near her, by Chance, at Vifits, or at Plays, 
Our rufbing Spirits croud, in {peaking Gaze, 
Light, on her varied Airs, our Eye-balls ride, 


Dark, asthe Dead, to the full World, befide. 


Lovers converfe, like Angels, by a kind 
of Intuition! They hear one another’s Souls ; 
and prevent each other’s Wifbes. — Like 
Divinities quitting their Shrines, they difrobe 
themfelves of their Bodies; and intermingle 
their meeting A/inds, as we fee Two Lights 
incorporate. — ‘Their Souls glide out, from 
their Eyes, to {natch Embraces, at a Di- 
ftance; and return, inrich’d, with the fan- 
cy’d Treafure. — There is more Harmony, 
in Love, than in Mufick: A Harmony! 
like that which the old Philofophers imputed 
to the Spheres! Only Two Spheres are acted; 
by one, and the fame, Jvtelligence. For the 
Strings of Two Hearts fympathize, like thofe 
of Two Lutes, with correfpondent Trepida- 
tions. 

How miftaken are they, who call Love 
an idle Paffion! ——~ Thought itfelf is fcarce 
more active. There is an unfatishied, and 


continual Thirft, in the Appetite of a Lover: 
A 
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A conftant Spring, in his Delights, and Tor- 
ments. He purfues his Difcoveries, witha 
refilefs; and impatient, Vigour: And, tho’ 
like the fhining, heavenly, Bodies, he is, 
everlaftingly, in Motion, yet, he is {0 far from 
becoming weary, that he is rather retreth’d, 
by his Labour. 

I wit copy, yet farther, from the Pi- 
ature abomentioned, the following Group, or 
Affembly, of the Symptoms, Moles, and To- 
kens of this Paffion. — It is upon the Lover’s 
firft Approach to his Miftrefs’s Perfon: We 
recover, flowly, from our {weet Surprize, 
fays this Doéfor of Cupid’s-College, and, ad- 
vancing, with a blufhful Tendernefs, 


Bowing, wekueel; and her giv’n Hand is prefs'd, 
With fweet Compulfion, to our beating Breaft : 
O’er it, in Ecftacy, our Lips bend low, 

And Tides of Sighs, *twixt her grafp’d Fingers, 


(flow. 
High beats the hurried Pulfe, at each, forc’d, 
( Kifs: 


And ev'ry burning Sinew akes, with Blils: 

Life, in a Souly Deluge, ru/bes o’er ; 

And the charm’d Heart fprings out, at ev'ry 

(Pore ! 

. The firft fierce Raptures, of Amazement, paft, 

Confufion quits us, and Defire grows, fa/t. 

We fit: And, while her gaz’d at Wonders rife, 

A humid Brightnefs fills our fparkling Eyes : 

Modeft Difquiet, every Attion wears 5 

Aud each, long Look, the Mark of Paffton bears. 

Diforder’d 




















384 The Pratn Dearer. Noge, 
Diforder'd Nature, no cold Medium keeps ; 
Tranfport, now, reigns, and dull Reflection /leeps. 
All, that we wifb, or feel, or att, or fay, 
Is above Thought, and out of Reafon’s Way / 
Foy murmurs, Anger laughs, and Hope looks fad: 
Rafhne/s grows prudent, and Difcretion mad. 
ae we feel our am’rous Bofom burn : 

ow, This Way look we; And, now, That 

(Way, turn. 

Now, in fweet Swell of Thought, our lifted Eyes 
Lofe their low Languor, and attempt to rife: 
Now, finking, fuppliant, feck the Charmer’s Feet ; 
And court wifb’d Pity, in their glanc’d Retreat. 
Oft, in full Gaze, they dwell upon her Face ; 
Then, frart, re abe from fome dazling Grace. 
Now, in bold Liberty, fly out, unbid : 
Now, aw’d, ’/cape, inward, *twixt the clofing Lid. 


If we darefpeak, and wou'd our Wifb pur fue, 
The Words fall, feath’ry, like defcending Dew, 
The foft’ning Accents, ev'n in Ut¥rance, die: 
And the Tongue’s Sweetne/s, here, outcharms 

(the Eye. 

Till mingled Sighs our fainting Voice confound: — 
But Lovers Meanings {peak, though robb’d of 
(Sound. 


I am fond of thinking we might draw, 
from Love, a Proof of the Soul’s Immortality: 
What, elfe, mean our Defires, when they ex- 
tend themfelves, beyond the utmoft, that 
willing Nature can indulge us in. Why, 





elfe, are the Joys of Loye mix’d with me- 
lancholy, 
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melancholy, and unfatisfied Tremblings -——~ 
They increale, indeed, and refine, the Plea- 
fure :'But they convince us, That there is a 
Union, more adapted to our Mind’s free E1- 
fence; and, which, Bodies are not five enough 
to permit them the Enjoyment of. 

Hence, that exquifite Expanjion ! That 
Liquefaction, of the Heart! when it refules to 
allow us the Poffeflion of our deareft Wihh, 
in the very Moment we become Mafters of 
it! The fubtle Workings of this exalted Pat- 
fion, upon the Refinements of our Mind, 
have Desfied the beloved Object, *till we faint, 
with Awe, when we fhould receive her Ten- 
dernefs: And, bya fantaftical kind of Envy, 
confider ourfelves, as our own Rivals! 
The fapremeft Foy of Love muft, if Men 
will have it fo, be call’d Bodily: But All, 
that heightens it, to be worth the With of a 
wife Man, it muft be indebted to the AZind 
for. Whence could Images fo warm, as 
thefe which follow, receive a Purity, in their 
Expreffion, that adapts them to the chatteft 
Far, if the A@nd’s Part were not ftrongeft, 
even where the Body pretends moft Influence? 








Is there no more? Ob! yet the Laft remains! 
Crown of our Conqueft ! Sweetuer of our Pains! 
There is a Time, when Love no Wifh denies 
And fmiling Nature throws off All Difgui/e. 
Lut, who can Words, to f/peak thofe Raptures, 

find ¢ 
aft Sea of Ecftacy, that drowns the Mind ! 

Vor. I. Cec That 
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That fierce Transfufton of exchanging Hearts ! 
That gliding Glimpfe of Heav’n, in pulfive Starts ? 
That veiny Rufh! That warm, tumultuous, 
(Roll! 
That Fire that kindles Bodies into Soul! 
And, on Life’s Margin, ftrains Delight, /o high, 
That Senfe breaks {hort — and, while we tafte, 
(we die! 


Burt, I am going, I know not whither. 
The Painter of this Pi/fure has bewitch’d me, 
from my Purpofe ; which was to have enter’d 
upon a Philofophical Differtation, concerning 
the Qualities of Love: Inftead of which, I 
am rambling into a matural one, upon the 


Efetts of it! 
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— Partes fpeculamur in omnes. Cravuo. 





 Fripay, Augufi 28. 172 
TN my XXXVIth Paper, I publithed 


fome Remarks on an excellent Old Bal- 
lad, called Wittram, and Marcarets 
I was charm’d with the Strength, and Beau- 
ties, of its mafculine Simplicity: and, really, 
took it to de, what it appear’d, The Work of 
fome Old Poet, long fince de ad: but I have 
been agreeably undeceiv’d : The Author of it 
is alive, and a North-Britow;, 1 congratulate 
his Country, on the Promife of this rifing 
Genius: For the Gentleman, it {eems, is ve- 
ty young, and received his Education in the 
Univerfity of Edinburgh. 
Amone many fine > Qualities, which adorn 
him, he is fo unconicious of his own Merit, or 
poffeffes it with fo fincere a Modefty, that he 


declines being publickly nam’d: But, as he 
Cc 3 has 














